

The ASS and the WOLF, 


A N Afs had trod upon a nail. 

And by his limp confefs’d the ail ; 

A Wolf, that rav’nous beaft of blood, 

Who murders daily for his food, 

Propos’d to eafe the Afs’s pain. 

And draw the torturing nail again. 

Thus 
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Thus raid, he tum ’ d th . e hoof about ’ 

And drew th’ affli&ing iron out. 

Sudden his hinder foot he rear d, 

A crofs his furgeon’s jaws it flew. 

And with a bang his teeth he drew. 

Well, quoth the Wolf, you’ve done your 
part, 

Cook’ry I know’s my proper art ; 

Full ill I here the do&or play’d ; 

Mis fit that each Jkould mind his trade. 
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